EUROPEAN FAREWELLS

traversing the crowded mountain villages, dining in the
Ratskeller of sullen Munich and going on by the Three
Moors of Augsburg to the ill-named Freudenstadt in the
Black Forest, to reach the Rhine at the bridge of Kehl, could
see things quite otherwise. Nothing stood firm but the
rock itself, all was crumbling, much was already dust. That
was a time when one could breathe the more freely for
being on the soil of France, standing in the shadow of Stras-
bourg Cathedral, or seeing the storks in the fields of Alsace,
or sleeping in Nancy to look out in the morning on the gilt
wrought-iron gates and railings of the Pkce Stanislas. From
Bar-le-Duc to Rheims the switchback Roman road, one of
the noblest surely in Europe, ran steadfast through history ;
and wayfarers turning aside from it in the heat of a kte
summer afternoon to rest on a bank among the thickets
needed no words to feel how old it was in time and action,
older than the cathedral of Rheims or the stone oxen that
the masons had carried up the steps to the height of Laon, a
little further on the inevitable westward way. At the end,
after Soissons and Compiegne, lay the very heart of freedom
among the forests, rivers and poplars of Ile-de-France.
If now the summer and winter seasons of this tale seem to
succeed each other with a swiftness of day and night, it is
because my own work in the London of these years has
already been outlined. Eliot's pky was running again in
the autumn of 1936 and more pkys by poets were to follow.
The Mercury was the smallest of the independent profes-
sional stages standing apart from the West End. But theirs
was the living spirit of our theatre, evea though the older
stage with much publicity could exhibit work like The Boy
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